THE LAST DAY                                199
the water, together with our arms, our Home Army armbands and our blood
"Soldiers, comrades, brothers/* a \\eak voice was calling behind my back, the voice of a d\ing man, I wheeled around A man was flung across a bed, his head hanging down He wore gray overalls One of us Who was it? I could not recognize him He \*as ccnered with blood.
"My eyes, wash my eyes off Let me see the world once again! Or loll me, brothers, kill me* Do not let me die from a German bullet Kill me' Kill me!"
Good Lord! Suddenly I knew the voice "Andrew*" I called.
"Aneri," the boy sobbed. "I knew you would not let me die God is land*
TRoIa, we must get some civilian clothes for hfen, and change his outfit*
Mrs. KempfTs daughter quickly braagjht a civilian coat and a pair of trousers for Andrew, and some more clothes for the other wounded boys. We helped them change, our hands feverish with haste
Rola held his gun in his hand lovingly, loath to part with it
"Don't throw it away, Rola," I called instinctive^. "Don't! Give it to me* Perhaps we can hide it somewhere."
I felt a pair of eyes fixed upon me, and turned my head to see who it was. Sitting in the corner of the cellar was an old woman, all attention She was erf German origin, and we had suspected her of reporting a few of our men to the Gestapo before the Uprising. IB the first days of August we had sent her to Captain Eryfoar, the Commander of Group Vm, who was in charge of such cases* He had not considered the case important enough and had sent her back with the promise that it would be investigated later, when aH Warsaw was ia our hands.